AULD ROBIN GRAY: 


5 PASTORAL ENTERTAINMENT, 


IN 


f NWO 


| I AS PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, HAY-MARKET. 


1 WEITTEN EY 
| S. ARNOLD, JuN. I 
| | THE MUSIC BY DR. ARNOLD. 
} ; 
Y LONDON: 
« || PRINTED FOR EO. GOULDING, No. 6, JANES=$TREET, 
| COVENT-OARDEN. 


1794. 


* 


„% —— 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


— — — — — — — — 


THE Author of the following Trifle cannot 
usher his first theatrical attempt into the 
world, without expressing his warmest acknow- 


ledgments to Mr. Colman, for his judicious 


remarks, and kind assistance in its production; 


and it would be ungrateful as a Son, not to 


confess how much Auld Robin Gray stands in- 


debted to his father, for the excellent music 


with which the whole Piece abounds, and to 
which a discerning audience have given such 
ample testimonies of approbation. To the Perfor- 
mers in general, who have so well exerted 


themselves in his favour, he also returns his best 
thanks. 


Sensible as he is, of the demerits of the Piece, 
he hopes the confined nature of the subject will 
plead some extenuation for those; while the 
simplicity and popularity of the story will serve 
as an apology for intruding it in a dramatic 
shape on the Public. | 
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SCENE I. 


Outside of DoNALD's cottage, bag pipe heard be- 
hind. Enter JERRY (the piper ) decorated with 
ribbands, followed by a number of rusticks of both 
Sexes, and JEMMY. 


JERRY. 


'THAT's good, that's good, very well, very 
well; egad ye are a set of bonny boys, as blythe 
as the lark, and as nimble as the roe; and so fond 
of my chanter pipe, since ye have got it once more 
among ye, that I would engage to carry you all 
from the Tweed to the Thames side by the 
sound of it; why, there is 'nt a mon of ye aw 
that can keep either his legs, arms, or joints, still, 
was I to play a reel or a strathspey I can set ye 
aw' a dancing like so many puppets. ¶ Music 
plays They all begin dancing one after the other till 
| R they 
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they are all in motion, except Jemmy, who Stands 
in a pensive posture Ferry leaves off in the middle 
of the tune, and laughs at os then slaps Femmy 
en the Shoulder, 


JERRY. | 


Why mon a' wi' ye? Why stand here like a 
loon? Will nothing move ye? 


JEMMY. 
"Nay; prithee leave me.—T tell thee, Jerry, a heart 
engaged as mine, cannot be 1 0 by wanton 
noise and revelry. | 
J ERRY. 
By my soul the poor mon's in loo, up to the 
head and ears in loo. Oh! that little sly Cupid 


15 an arch bean, he leads you about and about 


and about, wherever he pleases, like a will wr 
a whisp; and is never satisfied till he plunges ye 
over head and ears in a bog or a quagmire.— But 
why stand ye here, mon? Why do'nt you go to 
her, and sue here, and woo her, and tirl the pin? 
do ye na' ken the house? ¶ Jemmy looks up) Aye, 
aye, now he begins to revive and look like him- 
self again. Courage, mon; go speak your mind, 


. and the lassie will be kind. 


RUS- 


( 
RUSTICE. 


You, Jerry, heeding ilka body's business but 
your ane—tell us about your journey up to Lon- 
don, whence ye're just come back—Are ye mair 
wise and thrifty ? Have ye gat sax-pence or a silver 
penny by your travel? Ha' you brought any thing 


back, for I sce you ha' left your language behind 
you ? 


Not much o' that, but I'm grown somewhat 
wiser. | 
RUSTICKs 


Wha' saw ye? Come now tell us. 


JERRY, 


Saw ! ecod, I can hardly tell you what I saw 
—but follow me, and you shall hear all anon. 
I was born with an inclination for seeing the , 
world—for I hurried into it three months after 
my mother was married. 


SONG, JERRY. 


Twas on Christmas day, 
Father he did wed, 
Three months after that 
My mother was brought to bed, 


B 2 My 
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My father he eame home, 
His head with liquor stor'd, 
And found in mother's room 
A silver hilted sword. 


Fiddle de dum. 


II. 


How came this sword here? 
Mother says---says she, 

Lovee, tis a poker 

Auntee sent to me. 
Father he stamp'd and star'd, 

"Twas the first, I ween, 
Silver hilted poker 

He had ever seen. 


Fiddle de dum. 
III. 


Father grumbl'd on, 

But getting into bed, 
Egad as luck fell out, 

A man pop'd up his head. 
That's my milk maid, says she. 

Says dad, I never heard, 
In all my travels yet, 

A milk maid had a beard. 


Fiddle de dum. 
IV. 


My father found a whip, 
And very glad was he; 
And how came this whip here 
Without leave of me? 
8 0 Oh! 


(= 


Oh, that's a nice stay lace, 
That Auntee sent to me. 
Egad he lac'd her stays, 
And out of doors went she. 
Fiddle de dum. 


Enter IR x NY from Cottage. 
JENNY. 


Oh, Jemmy ! are you come at last ?Þ've 
been waiting this hour in expectation of your 
arrival. 


JEMMY. 


You know, Jane, I am not apt to be behind 
my time but I have been finishing a business I 
should have completed yesterday, had I not spent 
the eve in dancing wi' you upon the green. 


JENNY. 


Well, well; but my father and mother are 
coming soon, so you and I must part for the pre- 
sent. 


JEMMY. 


Part, must we ?—for the present yes, Jane, 
we must part we must I know not how to 
utter ite must part, love, haply never to meet 


JENNY, 


: © 
JENNY. 


Not meet again !/—why, what has——oh! tell 
me 


. 


JEMMY. (Supporting ber.) 


Do not tremble thus ; do not give way thus, 
my sweet Jane! I dreaded this. — You turn pale, 
love !—Oh, Jane! I have long struggled against 
my own $0i7ows ; to witness your's will over- 
whelm me. Come, come, all may yet be well. 


JENNY, 


Tell me what has happened. 
JEMMx. 


Nothing of which you are ignorant. Nothing 
new has happened. | 


JENNY, 


Then why should we part now ?—You never 
talked of parting before. 


JEMMY. 


I could not summon resolution ; but I have 


long thought on't. 
JENNY. 


Indeed !—and could you——you that have 


Sworn such love, too! alas! I see how *'tis. 
q Well 


Never meet again! (Runs to him.) 


5 
Well—rove through the world, and be happy t— 


and if, sometimes, a thought of your poor de- 
serted Jane should cross your fickle mind, Jemmy, 


may the moment of your pain be short, as her 
grief will be lasting. 


JEMMY. 


Prithee, do not unman me. The business I 
am going upon requires fortitude. Tis cruel, 
Jane, to doubt my love for thee. — Tis my love 
that even separates us !—'tis my love which 
sends me forth to better my poor fortunes, that on 
my return (should Heaven spare my life, and pros- 
per my endeavours) I may proudly throw my 
little heap of riches in bx lap; and *tis the hope 
of obtaining you in marriage at last, Jane, that 


will support me through all my fatigues and perils 
on the ocean. 


JENNY. 


The ocean | 


JEMMY. 


Yes, Jane, your parents are poor; I cannot 
blame them for refusing their daughter to a needy 
fellow who has no means to support her. One 
poor crown is all that is now left me. I will 
increase my store, Jane, for your sake, or perish ; 


and 


( 12 ) 


and I cannot perish more gloriously than in the 
British Navy, serving my King, and opposing the 
Enemies of my Country. 


JENNY. 
You terrify me 
JEMMY. 


Reason will calm your fears, my dear Jane | 
Should I stay here in poverty, I never could pos- 
sess thee. Some risk is necessary; and, believe 
me, Jane, I have little doubt of success. A gal- 
lant and noble Admiral has lately marked the way 
to glory, and proved that no force can baffle the 
brave efforts of Britich seamen. We must bid 
adieu, to night, Jang ! 


JENNY. 
SONG. ——<Thro' the Wood Laddie.“ 


Oh how can you leave your own Jenny so true. 
Your absence will grieve me, 
And nought can relieve me; 

But absence hereafter I never need rue, 

For through the world, laddie, I'd hie me with youz 


II. 


And ne'er need you th ink your own Jenny untrue, 
Tho' lovers should press me, 
Their suits but distress me; 

Tho' absence hereafter I never need rue, 

For thro' the world, laddie, I'd hie me with you. 


Euter 


. 
Enter DOXALD and Mother, from the Cottage | 
DONALD. 


Aha! see you there now! ah the pretty little 
turtle doves At goes to my heart to hinder their 
happiness. If Jemmy was but a little richer, wife, 
IT d e'en send them to the Kirk at once. —Jemmy! 
come hither lad! 


JEMMY. 


Did Donald call me ? 
DONALD. 


Come, young man, I see you love my daughter 


vonder. 
JEM MX. 


I do—and love her so that but alas ! good 
mother, my present lot is indigence. I have just 
now imparted to Jane my resolution of trying my 
fortune instantly at sea—If I return with the 
worth of all the world, twere, in my mind, too 
little for her worth. 


MOTHER. 


Oh, St. Andrew ! If he do na melt me to hear 
his amorous discourse! E'en sae, Donald, did you 


talk to me, gude man, five and thirty year a gone, : 


= 


when you won my tender heart. | 
0 DONALD, 


ME” Ciaran. em 


Ah poverty is a sad thing! 


614) 
DONALD. 


and I am poor 
Well, Jemmy success attend you, lad— 


go to the sca some little time, and if good luck 
betide thee, thou shalt at last wed my daughter. 


DUET, FEMMY AND FENNY.—« Auld Robin Grey.” 


JEMMY, 


Erst when my lovely Jane 
Would listen to my voice, 
1 sung the song again, 
That she had made her choice, 
But now my yeal is gone, 
And mickle is my want, 
My toil is hard and sore, 
Yet my portion is but scant. 


JENNY. 


Ah cease you to complain ! 
Your Jenny still is true, 
She never knew or can 

Any other love but you. 
So persevere awhile, 

And never more complain, 
Till you and I shall meet 

Never more to part again. 


BOTH. 


Zo love shall still remain, tho' you be torn away, 
I'll think on you, my own true love, thro' all the livelong'd 


day ; 
And 


1916) 


And when my toil is o'er, and the hour of rest is nigh, 
III lay me down to sleep, yet will think of you and sigh. 


Exit Jemmy. 


Euler SUSAN With a crook, dressed as a vouns 
Shepherd. 


SUSAN, 
Oh, master, I bring sad news 
DONALD. 
Speak, lad, what is it? 
SUSAN, 


I I was but now tending yonder, on your 
Ac, a fierce and famish'd wolf sprang o'er 
th. cd among the ewes—some he devour'd, 
ers fled, and pitching o'er the craggy rock, 
were dasu'd to pieces; so that no single lamb 


remaius for me to tend. 


DONALD. 


Troth, child, this is ugly fortune. My flock 
and my cattle were all I had to support me and 
my poor family; 'twould be hard, wife, to be 
stript of the little, industry has procured us, in 
the winter of our lives. | 


C 2 MOTHER, 


1 
MOTHER. 


Weel weel—do na grieve, do na grieve, gude 
man.—Hoot, we may thrive yet.—We hae still 
gotten the cows—aye, and as bonny braw 
beasts as e'er sent milk and butter to the mar- 


ket. 
SUSAN, 


Would I could tend on those, for J am very 
poor | and since you kindly took me into your 
house, when I strayed across this land to find the 
young Laird Duncan, I am grown idle through 
indulgence, and wou'd shame to beg. 


DONALD. 


Beg ! no, no, our Laird, whom you came to 
seek, and who is now upon the seas, will soon 
I expect, be here; mean time we will support you. 
We are poor, tis true, but the Scotch hut, 
like the English cottage, ever opens it's door to 
shelter the honest wanderer in distress. 


MOTHER. 


Aye, aye, ye shall share our little wi' us, 
laddie — we hae still gotten the cows, Donald. 
Eh! an here be na the loon that should tend 
them, stray'd frae the field, and left them to 


graze by themselves. 
Enter 


( 
Enter SANDY. 


Hoot awa mon—why be ye not tending the 
COWS ?— 


SANDY. 


Well awa', gude wife! I canna—for ane sma' 
reason—there be na cows left to tend. 
DONALD. 


How 
SANDY. 


The de' el a one. A huge flood frac the moun- 
tain top has swept them clean awa*.—By Saint 
Andrew, it gar'd me greet to be eye-witness to the 
loss. Aw the milk is fairly carried off by the 
water! 

DONALD. 


Then we are ruin'd ! 
MOTHER. © 


Out, alas! we are undone ! lend your arm, 
Donald, for I am ulka' sick : lead me ben the 
house. Ah! that I >hould hve to see this day 


DONALD. 


What is to become of us—let us in, and 
there ponder o'er our grieſs, and think of means 
to prevent, if possible, further consequences. 


JENNY, 


PCC... - 


( 38 /) 
by JENNY. 


| Poor wretehed Jenny! 
= - | [Exeunt into Cottage. 


= SUSAN, 


- Unkbzvny family — now to look inward to 
myself. C Duncan! why should] biush to own 
that you have stole my heart, and will you 
recollect her in this disguise, whose hand a cruel 
parent denied you when in England? But since 
that parent is no more, I will try your fath.— 
This ring, the valued token of your love, with 
care I have preserved, and 'twill serve as a 
reproach, zhould you ever prove false. 


AIR. 


How vain is caution, weak is art; 
How painful the restraint, 

To stifle in a lover's heart 
A lover's soft complaint ! 

And mark, how female modesty 
Is but allow'd to speak 

The language of the down cast eye, 
The biushes of the cheek, 


BITE. ere 4 — 6 4 


DLE.xit. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE II. 


A Rocky Hill and Castle, 


Enter Mos Gx. 


SONG. 


I, 


No lavrock e'er so sweetly sung, 
As Jerry winsome, blithe, and young, 
When he came courting to me. 

Then he'd dance and he'd play, 

So blithsome and so gay, 


Wi' his chanter pipe so jolly, he stale my heart away; 
When wi' music he did sue me, 


II 


I know full well he leeze me dear, 

Nor leeze I him for gude or gear, 

Or aught that he can gi' me; | 
For we'd dance and we'd play, : | 
So bonny and so gay, 


To his chante: pipe so jolly, were I marrried and away 
And my bonny Jerry wi' me, 


Enter SAN PD. 


Your song's dashing fine—but I say, Moggy, 


you and I munna hope to be married now, since 
this here terrible accident. 


M OGG. 


( 20 ) 
MOGGY. 


You and I indeed ! but come tell me how 
was it 


SANDY. 


Why you munken Moggy ; Donald's wife, 
when she heard the news about the cows and the 
Sheep, was taken sick, and Donald helping her, 
slipt down, and brake his arm; and sae they 
can'a work, nor employ me no longer; and sae 
there's my Laird's Steward come upon 'em frae 
the castle yonder for the rents, and sae Donald 
canna pay, because he canna, and ha' got no 
Siler ; and sae Jenny ha” tak'n on to greet, and 
I believe must die too. 


MOGGY, 
And sac ?— 
SANDY, 


And sae and sae and sae. 


MOGGGY. 


And sae ye and I must seek some other service. 


SANDY. 


Yes, gude faith, must we; an this be the rig 
tho', I'll rig myself out for a fisherman, 80 
Moggy come along wi' me.— 


M OGG. 


With ye ?—Hoot mon ! think ye I'd gang wr 
SIC a loon as thee ? 


a 


MOGGY. 


DUET, SANDY AND NOGGY. 


SANDY. 


Pretty Moggy, cease, I pray, 
Thus to pout and thus to frown ; 
Speak the word, and I'I] obey, 
Whether 't be to hang or drown, 


MOGGY. 


Prithee go, and drown an't please ye, 
I to save ye, ne'er shall try; 

Let the fishes leave or seize ye, 

I have other fish to fry. 


SANDY, 


Mistress Moggy, not so short, 

I care not for you a farthing; | 
Bye and bye you'll loose your sport, | 
Then you'll be for asking pardon, | 


MOGGY. | / 


Hide that silly face of thine, 

Seek some other love, I pray; 

By yourself, go weep and pine, 
While I and Jerry laugh and play, 


BOTH. 


I can well be blest without ye, p 
Thus I laugh at, thus I flout ye, | 
D | He 


0 5 
He, be, be, Qc. 
Quit of you, I'll dance right jolly, 


Laugh at you and at your folly. 
CExeunt, 


SCENE 1II 


Jexxny and Sus Ax before the Cottage door. 
JENNY with a Spinning. I heel. 
SUSAN. 

Jenny, why must you be at work so long 
l think you must be very tired. 

1 ENNY, 


] never knew such work till now, and yet all 
my labour cannot earn the bread withall, to feed 


my poor parents, and old Robin Gray now 
comes no more a near us. 


SUSAN. 
Come, let me help you to spin: 
JENNY. 
Poo ! boys can't spin. 
SUSAN. 


No ! boys cannot—but—Mercy I had near 
told her I was not a boy, (asiae). Come, let me 


turn the Wheel. 
JENNY; 


N 
«7 a . 
b DT 


C 24 } 
JENNY. 


No, get you in and look to my poor mother, 
and my poor father's arm too, while I go to work. 


SUSAN, 


Ill go see them, and then return to you again, 
for I will help you. Poor souls! how my present 
inability to relieve them adds to the distress I 
feel ſor their misfortunes | and the unlucky op- 
position of the winds that keeps back my belov'd 


Duncan, seems but a malicious effort of the 
elements against us ! [ Asige, 


Exit into the Cottage, 


SONG,—JENNY, 
I, 


Now my flocks are gone, and near the burn, 
My lambs no longer play : 
I 5igh to see my love return, 
And mourn him all the day. 
Ab lack and well a day ! © 
No more the pipe so sweet I hear, 
That he was wont to play; 
No more he sings the song so dear, 
That stole my heart away. 
Ah lack and well a day ! 


II. 


But sad and unattended now, 
Along the burn I stray; 


D 2 And 


(0 


5 
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And s'ng the song that he lov'd so, 
Since Jemmy is away. 
Ab lask and well a day! 
Oh, when will my true love return, 
To wipe my tears away ; 
And hie with me along the burn, 
To cheer me all the day. 
Ab lack and well a day! 


Enter AUuLD RoBpiN GRAY, DoxalD and 
MoTHER, from the Cottage, leaning on SUSAN, 


DONALD. , 


Oh! Jenny, Jenny! see here the gude mon, that 


has reliev'd us! Lay by your spinning wheel, Jenny, 


for he has giv'n us enouga to save you that 


Poor girl, she has work'd very hard. 


AULD ROBIN. 


Weel, weel, say na mair—heav'n has xe 
the power wi' the will to relieve you: they tell 
mg I'm great here, because I'm rich—but let 
me tell them, no riches, no plenty, make a man 
great, but a plenty of gude actions. 


DONALD. 

Aye, blessings on you, gude Auld Robin. 
Aulp ROBIN. 

See there now, see there now, people will not 


ket alone my age, they will call me auld. 
JENNY, 


624) 


JENNY. 


My heart's so full I scarce can speak my thanks. 
AULD ROBIN. | 


Then look them, with those pretty little 
twinklers of thine—you ken that I have lov'd 
you long and true ; an you would marry me, think, 


think, how happy and how blithesome we would 
be ! | 


JENNY, 


Urge me no more; my heart is gone away, 
and is far off at sea. 


AULD ROBIN, 


Oh I'll send an express after it Come, come 
sweet Jenny, let me tell you, notwithstanding 
they call me Auld Robin Gray, you'll find me as 
bonny and as blythe, and as nimble, and as lusty 
as the best of em thoꝰ to be sure I have given 


over aw the frippery airs of most other young 
men. 


DONALD. 


| Jenny, a father and a mother's blessing— - 


JENNY, 
Are all I wish to have. 


DONALD, 


626 
DONALD. 


Then marry with gude Robin Gray, he that 
has sav'd us, Jenny. 


JENNY. 


Where is my true love gone ?—Qh farewell !—. 
If ever you return, do not upbraid your Jenny 
with her falsehood; for she is yours in heart, al- 
tho' her hand be given to another. 


AULD ROBIN. 


Does she consent then—lI thought so, and 
why not? I'm as fit an proper a man as he, any 
day—Come, I know she consents—does she 
not ?— 


„ JENNY. 


Oh sure I would consent to aught, to give my 
fondest parents joy. 


MOTHER. 


Heav'n prosper you, my child, and make you 
happy as you now do us. 


AULD ROBIN. 


I' faith, that was weel spoken, and I warrant 
She'll have no reason to lament the hour in 
which she marries Auld Robin, as they are pleas'd 
to call him—De'el take it, I'm so overjoy'd, I 

shall 


: (e 


shall live so snug and so cozey, and 80 quiet, 
and so composed, and so- and so—and we'll be 
as happy as the day is long. 


QUINTET. 


AulD R.—Oh the joys of wedded life! 
DoxaLD.—Husband happy, free from strife. 
MornEn.— Happy Mother---happy wife. 
JENNY, But these are joys I ne'er shall know, 
SUSAN. Come, dispel these fears away, 
AuLD R.—Be like me as young—$0—gay. 
MorhrR.— Happy be you all the day. 
JENNY. Ah no! for thus my tears will flow, 
ALL, Let us sing and dance and play, 
Let's be happy while we may, 
Life is short and wears away. 


END OF ACT, . 
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ACT. II. 


SCENE. I. 


A Storm at Sea and Shiprurec Prelude of Music 
as the Scene is discovered. 


Enter Jemmy as from the Ii rect. 


Wretch that I am to lose my only hope of 
rendering myself worthy my dear Jenny! in- 
stead of profiting by the perils of the sea, to bo- 
come the victim of its fury, wreck'd, depriv'd 
almost of life, and pennyless ! Ha ! what is here? 
a casket, wash'd on shore from the wreck— 
gold and glass beads—gold—gold—Oh Jane ! 
now could I once more find thee—here is many 
a pound ; but, without compass, without pilot, 
how shall I tell what course to steer ?—Tll try to 
zleep awhile, for swimming has exhausted me. 


Lies down and Sleeps. | 


Storm clears away and Sun appears gradually. 
Sailors Singing behind. 


Oh Yoe !—Oh Toe! 
Cast the anchor —reef the sail, 


Quickly rise some prosperous gale, 


Oh Yoe !--Oh Yoe! 
IL 


1 


PILOF, 
That's jight, lash her tort. 


Enter Duncan, Pilot, and Crew. 


DUNCAN. 


Thank heav'n the storm 1s past ! Where are we, 


Pilot? 
PILOT. 


Where are we? e my figgins, that's very well 
of you—Whzre are we ?—why—hiere we are. 
DUNCAN, 


Unfeeling brute !—Key ! what have we here? 
[ Seeing Jemmy. 

PILOT. 
Oh ! a piece of the wreck—a- morsel of dead 


stock fish ; and as my property, ] lay hands on 
him, for I am master and husband of the sea ; 


having been wedded to it all my lite, like the 


old Dog of Venice. 
Lemmy jumps up, and Pilot runs away. 


PiLOT. 
Damme! he's live stock fish, and a fine fat bit! — 
DUNCAN, 


Art thou one of those unhappy beings I have 
Seen wreck'd ? 


k FOE 


(-30-) 
PILOT. 


How are ye, messmate ? 


JEMMY. 


Most unhappy !— 


PILOT. 


Unhappy ? Common lot - Sailors don't heed 
trifles, and the real Tar who compasses the Ocean 
in the service of his King and Country, would 
Sooner be shot than think himself unhappy, tho” 
he were drown'd in the undertaking. 


JEMMY. 


[Looking up and seeing Duncan]—Why your 


honor, is it you ? 


Yes—yes—'tis my good 


and honor'd Laird——stranded in this storm here, 
in his road to make all the country round him 


happy. 


Stranded Lathes Mr. 


PILOT, 


you did lie there just 


now, and now you lie here—we an't stranded, we. 
only put into port in a storm. 


DUNCAN. 


Away, Prepare for our departure—you young 
man will accompany us. 


JEMMY, 


( 
JEMMY. . 


Yes, your honor, aw the world over bring me 
but at last to my Jane. 


DUNCAN. 
Come, Pilot, dispatch. 
PILOT. 


Dispatch now ? Damme, you landsmen are al- 
ways talking to us tars about dispatching, be- 
cause, I suppose, you think we have so many spare 
ropes. Come, ho there shift your timbers—heave 
a head, ye lumber logs. Dispatch, indeed! 

[ Exeunt Pilot, Crew, &c.] 


DUNCAN» 


Prepare without there—rise prosperous gales, 
and yield a swift conveyance to my native shore! 
Yet would I linger near that happy land where 
matchless Susan and my heart 1s left, 


SONG 
3 


Mark the hue of the lilly, the bloom of the rose, 
Mark the sweets of each flower the seasons disclose; 
Mark the blossoms that fall from the trees; 
Search for beauties thro” nature unknown to the eye, 
Search for sweets, where the sweetest of perfumes must lie, 
And my Susan is sweeter than these. | 
E 2 Ih, For 


II. 


For as innocence gentle, and chaste as the dove, 
Sure angels might deign to solicit her love, 
And court such a beauty as she; 
If 80, think what pleasure the gift must impart, 
When I told her my love, that she gave me her heart, 
And deign'd to smile sweetly on me. 


III. 


But short liv'd the bliss, that man ever can know, 
For qoy was not made for us mortals below, 
Disappointment was made for mankind; 
A parent denied the feir hand that I sought, 
T lett England's shores, where her beauties resort, 
And left-my lov'd Susan behind, Exit. 


[ Chorus of Sailors Begins behind, continues as the ship 
Sails by, and dies azvay at a distance. 


CHORUS. 


Oh, yoe oh, yoe! [As beaving the anchor. 
Heave the anchor, heave the lead, | 
Let the sails unfurl'd be spread, 

Hoist and slacken every sail, 
Fit to catch the risirg gale. i 

A breeze !---a breeze ! | 
Now she scuds it, on we go, 

And cheerly sing—oh, yoe !---oh, yoe ! 


SCENK 


# 
} 
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SCENE II. 
A Landscape, Mood and Water. 


SANDY. 


So- no mun I turn fisherman wi' the siller I ha? 
made in auld Donald's service and little Moggy 
lor a wife, I'll be happier than thee best an em. 


SONG. 
I. 


I'm a braw and bonny youth, 
Tho' some folks think me ugly; 
Yet I've long found out the truth, 
That I'm both wise and smugly. 
With my tol de rol de ra, 
Tl sing awa', 
All the merry, merry day, 
As I catch my fish so gay, 
With a fol de rol de ra, 


II. 


And should Moggy marry me, 
And gang wi' me the Kirk to, 
Nane should be so weel as we, 
For Moggy she should work too”, 
With my tol de rol, Ic. Cc. 


III. 
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III. 


Should we chance to break our net, 
We'd laugh at the disaster; 
Nor Mog nor I wou' d fret, 
But try who'd mend the faster. 
With my tol de rol, Cc. &e, 


At: the end of the Song enter JERRY, MoGcy, 


RvusTics, and HIGHLANDERS. JERRY Slips 


the Stool from under SANDY, and Sits ab in the 
middle. ] 


SANDY. 
Come, nane o'that, Master Jerry ; I suppose 
you're a great mon now, cause you're been up 


to London. Weel, and pray what did you see 
in that there fine place? 


JERRY. 


Fine place Ye 9 what do you know 
about it? 


MOGGY. 
Come now, tell ne wha ye saw. 
JERRY. 
So I will, my little rose bud. 
3 6 Moc. 
Now then 
SANDY, 
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8ANDY. 
Now then— 


JERRY. 


Now then In the first place I saw—a great 
many fine things —I saw—I saw—damme, I 
hardly know what I saw. Oh !—the first thing 
worth seeing was, a fellow playing on an organ, 
thus 


MOGG. 
Eh! that was fine. 
JERRY, 


Yes—he had one tune that made every body's 
heart jump for joy. | 


MOGGY. 
And what tune was that ? 


JERRY, 


What tune ?—Why © God Save the King,” to 
be sure ;—that's what they call English Loyalty; 
but I'd have em know, Moggy, a North Bri- 
ton can feel this as warmly for his Sovereign, as 
any of his brother subjects in the South. 


MOGGY. 
Well, and so? 


JERRY, 
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JERRY. 


Well, so there were carts, and the Monu- 
ment ; and ladies turn'd coachmen, and gentle- 
men riding in silk stockings. And I saw Dolly's 
Chop-house, and barbers shops; and I saw the 
Panorama ; and I saw St. Paul's ; and I saw St. 
James's and St. Giles's. Then I saw Vauxhall, 
and I saw Hicks's Hall. Then I saw the Tower, 
and the tygers ; and the Lying in Hospital, and 
Newgate ; Bermcndsey Spa and Bedlam ; Rane- 
lagh and Rag Fair ; Westminster Abbey, and 
its brother, the Westminster Infirmary ; the Great 
Theatre in Drury-Lane, and a little Theatre in 
the Hay-Market. 


MOGGY. 


Eh, mercy ! sic a din as they must make in 


this same town. 
JERRY. 


A din ! Ecod, Moggy, if you did but hear 
the cries of London !--T! tell you. 


SONG. 
« The Heaving the Lead. 


* 


A 


When I to London first came in, 
How I began to gape and stare! 
The cries they kept up such a din 
« Fresh lobsters, dust, and wooden ware.“ 
A damsel 


0 


1 


A damsel lovely, and black ey'd, 

Tript through the streets, and sweetly"cried, 
« Buy my live sprats! 
« Buy my live sprats!“ 

A youth on t'other side the way, 

With hoarser lungs did echoing say, 
« Buy my live sprats !” 


II. 


Full shrilly cried the chimney s8weep ; 
The fruitress fair bawl'd “ round and sound! 
The Jew wou'd down the area peep, 
To look for custom, under ground, 
His bag then o'er his shoulder flung, 
And to the footman sweetly sung, 
„ Cloathes to shell! cloashes !” 
Round and sound!“ Sweep!“ 
Young Soot cried, Sweep! in accents tone; 
The barrow lady and the Jew, 
Round and sound!“ - Cloashes! 


III. 


A noise at ev'ry turn you'll ſind, 

« Ground Ivy !”---< Rabbit Skins to sell!“ 
Great news from France! and Knives to grind !** 
« Mats, muffins, milk, and mackarel !'* 

And when these motley noises die, 
In various tones the watchmen cry, 
« Past twelve o'clock !” 
Half an hour past eleven o'clock !” 
Then home to bed the shopmen creep, 
But all the night are kept from sleep 
With, « Past—humph !---o'clock.”* [Exeunt, 


P. SCENE 
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SCENE 111. 


The Church Door. Enter IERRTY, ' RusTics, 
Moccy, and SanvDr. 


SANDY. 


Harkee, Mr. Jerry if you thinks to chouse 
me out of Moggy yonder, you'll lose your reck- 


ning; cause you're been to London there, you 
thinks to make all us country folks touls. 


JERRY. 


Fools ? *Egad you were fools afore I went to 
London, Master Sandy. l 


SANDY. 


Weel, ye won't rob me of Moggy yonder 
tho', for all your fine sayings, that I can tell ye. 


JERRY. 


Rob ye !—nay let's try her ;—let her take her 
SANDY. 


Done !—T'm sure when she looks at us she'l} 
soon know where to fix. Here, Moggy (shews 
money.) Here's something more than he can give 


JERRY: 


( 39 } 
JERRY. 


And here (laying his hand on his heart) is some, 
thing better than he can give ye; and as for 
money matters—why here's all my worlgy wealth. 
heros his pipe 


MOGGY., 
How, Jerry, mon—did you think I'd ever 


leave ye for another—no, no ;—Sandy here 
wanted to persuade me you had left me for ever, 
and so came a courting to me; but I always 


Joo'd thee best. 
JERRY. 


Egad that's right, Moggy ;—you and I'II 
be married to day, too ;—you shall sing and I'll 
dance to my own bagpipes at our bridal. 


SAND. 


And so, Mrs. Moggy, you're been 5 
fool of me.—Ha' ye? 


JERRY. 


How could that be ?—Ye said just now—I- 
made a fool of ye ;—ye can't be two fools at 
once, can ye *— 


Wy SANDY, 
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SAND. 


Well, I'll be even wi” ye; so if you won't 
parry me now, I won't marry you for there's 
Patty, the ploughman's . will be glad 
enough to have me. 


MOGGY. 
Yes, cause she's so ugly nobody else will ha“ 
her ; so, pray, gang and marry her. 
SANDY. 


So I will ; and I shan't find any miss o'you, 1 
know. 


MOGGY. 


Eh] sure yonder is our noble Laird; the Chief. 
tain of our Clan returned from England. 


JERRY. 


-  Joy—Joy—50.it is Come let us all awa' to 
meet him. 


Enter SUSAN, drext a as a Female, 


It is my love, indeed !—How my heart beats 
—Now comes the trial. | [Retires, 


Enter Duncan, PiLort, and Crew, preceded by 
Jerry, Oc, 


Busk ye—busk ye, men !—Prepare for the 
dance and merry- making 


PILOT. 
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PILOT. 


Bear a hand, boys; we've tack'd and retack'd 
to some purpose, since we're safe moor'd at last. 


JERRY. 


Aye, grammercy, Master Pilot !—and now 
were all here a steering fair to be tack'd in the 
port of Matrimony. (Dances.) 


PILOT, 


Dam'me, this fellow reels about like a main. 
mast head in a high sea; he's double-jointed |— 
Why, my lad, you'd heave well at the windlass, 
and might be useful at the pumps. 


JERRY. 


Yes, very useful ; for lookee, Master Pilot, 
an' you go to run any of your salt-water rigs on 
us, dam'me we'll set some of our fresh water 
pumps a running on you, Old Cable But 
there's a marrying going to be in the kirk yonder, 
and Moggy and I would be a'ter the same job, if 
my honor'd Laird here would but give his sanc- 
tion, 


DUNCAN. 


Any thing, children, to make you happy. 
Though wretched myself, I delight not in mak- 
ing 
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ing all around me wretched also.— Alas my 
loye is for ever lost. 
AIR. 


When first I saw my Susan's face, 
A thousand charms I view'd ; 

Such beauty, innocence, and grace, 
My heart at once subdued. 


[Re-enter SUSAN dancing, holds the ring in her 
hand, through a ribband, and throws herself 
behind him in an attitude to Shew the ring. ] 


SUSAN. 


But faith ordain'd and call' Rl thee home, 
Far from a distant shore; z 
And constant Susan now is come 
Io greet her love once more. 


BOTH, 


Do I live once mare to hold thee ! 
In these loving arms enfold thee ? 
Take, oh! take me to your heaxt, 
Never, never, more to part! 


DUNCAN. 


Do I hear right, and do ] live to hold thee thus? 
JERRY. 


That s very evident you do, 


£USAN, 
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SUSAN. 
My father's death left me at liberty to chuse 


for myself, and where should I fix my choice but 
here ? 


DUNCAN. 
Let us on then to the village, to gladden the 


hearts of our tenants by a well timed bounty. 
Come. 


[Exeunt DUNCAN, Sus Ax, PILOT, and Cx Ew. 


Enter AuLD ROoIN Gray, JENNY, FATHER, 
MortHeR, and SUSAN. 


* 


JENNY. 
Help me, I pray you — can scarcely walk. 
DUNCAN, 
Nay, bear up, Jenny—come, come. 
DONALD, 


Why look you sorrowful, my Jenny ?—All 
faces here me happy, and I would have yours s0 
too. 

AULD ROBIN. 


Aye, look at mine, my pretty child. Is there 
e er a Laird in aw Scotland with a more comely 
. middle-aged countenance than I have got? 


JENNY, 
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JENNY. 
I would riot wish to have mine wear a mask. 
AULD RON. 
But mine does; for I dare say I look older 


than I really am !—Whiy, do ye ken, I am only 


come two days after St. Andrew's-Day next 
Tm only——but, hoot, ne'er mind what 1 
am, you'll ha” no reason to complain o' me. 


DONALD. 


This is but natural fear to a young lass, before 


She's married. Come, Jenny, bear up, my child. 
- MOTHER. | 
Yonder's the Kirk, Jenny; come then away. 


[Excunt 10 Church, AvuiD Ronin, JENNY, 
FATHER, and MoTHER.] 


JERRY. 


Fal de rall de re Moggy, our turn comes 
next. Stay there, what have we here? 


Enter JEMMY, running. 


JEMMY. 
Old friend, how do ye ? 
JERRY: 


( as } 
JERRY, 


What, old friend, Jemmy, hey 1 Come back 


50 soon? 
MOGGY. 


Ah, marry !—Jemmy for aw. your come $0 


oon, you're come too late See yonder in the 
kirk : 


JEMMY. 


What ?—Where is my life, my Jane —is she 
well and safe? 


JERRY. 


Safe enough for that matter; why, mon, she's 
being fast lock'd in the kirk. 


JEMMY. 
Lock't in ? For what ? 
JERRY. 
For what, ye goose ?—why for a hushand 
JEMMY. 
A husband !—Oh Heavens! 
JERRY. 


Aye, the mon, Auld Robin Gray. 
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JEMMY. 


Then aw my hopes are gone, indeed! 
[ Leans against a tree. 
JERRY. 
Never say so, mon. [Plays in his ear.] Why 
| look, the old Gude Mon will die soon! 
JEMMY. 


Perxfidious Jane !—Could she so easily forget 


me? 


[JexNy brought out of Church fainting. 
| | AvuLD Ropin Gray, FArRER, and Mo- 
| -* THER. 


MOGGY. 
Eh !—gude Heaven, how is this? 
| FATHER. 
What do I see !—TIs he return'd ? 


MOTHER. 


Why, Jemmy, is it you ?—O, mercy !—are 
you coine back ?——See there is your Jenny 


JEMMY. 


My Jenny thus—assist her heaven—but $he 1s 
| wedded to another ! 


MOTHER. 
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MOTHER 
Comfort, dear boy she is not —she fainted as 
you see, just as the ceremony began —go to her. 


JEMMY. 


(Running to her) Oh my lov'd Jenny mays 
thou still be mine! Look up, my love! 


AULD ROBIN, 


see it were in vain to attempt gaining a heart 
so faithfully devoted to another so I'll e'en de- 
vote myself faithfully to some other lassie, as it 
don't quite suit my temper to hàve a nice pretty 
little tit bit snatched out of my arms, by any 
frisky, gay, wanton, young fellow in the king- 
dom—and as I would not purchase my own 
happiness at the expence of another man, why 
III look out elsewhere for a wife. 


-JEMMY. 


But no, I must tear myself away! Jenny no 


longer loves me. Ah! how could you forsake 


me? 
J ENNY. 


F never ceas'd to love you. 
JEMMY, 
And do you love me still? 
LES, 6 2 _ JENNYa 


( 48 ) 
JENNY. 
And ever shall most truly. 
JEMMx. 
Then I am blest at last. 


JERRY. 


Huzza, my boys! huzza! I told you how it 
would be. In future 1 suppose you'll all allow 
my travels have gained me some knowledge of 
the world, like the table of the monkey return'd, 
without meaning to make comparisons. 


*'JEMMY, 


And what a wretched fool was I to throw all 
my hopes away so 


JERRY. 
Like a handful of nutshells, or potatoe par- 
ings. 
IJEMMx. 


But why, Donald, did you not wait for the 
pound I was to bring? 


| DONALD. 
Blame not me, ask Auld Robin Gray. 
| JEMMY. 
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JEMMx. 


Here it i see here see here, gold and glass 
beads. | 
| JERRY, 


Glass beads, ha, ha! diamonds by my lucky 


stars, and as lucky as my stars for brightness 
a bright idea of mine, wa'nt it. 


JEMMY\, 
Diamonds, say you ? 
JERRY. 
Aye 8 doubt my word ? 


JEMMY. 


Then we are rich, my love; but will be richer 
far in happiness than wealth. 


AULD ROBIN, 


Well, my friends, except I'm a little auld, 
since ye will have it so, I don't see any thing 
amiss in my person; but as that Miss does, why 
—Jemmy, here is the hand which was so nearly 
mine, and which I therefore think myself intitled 
to bestow upon you—but I won't be cheated out 


of my dance so I'll e' en have it at your wedding 
instead of my own. 


_ — — 
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JEMMY. 
Heaven bless you for this gift! 

JENNY. 


And tho' she could n't love you as a husband, 
Jenny will ever love you as a father. 


AULD ROBIN. 


No, no, na, no, no, not so auld as that 
neither come, come, I won't be call'd names 
but as it must be so—-wed and be happy. 


JEMMY. 


I have a tale to tell around our happy fire, 
bow Duncan saved my life. 


IR JENNY. 
Blessings on him ! 
JEMMY. 
Say you so, then he is blest indeed! 


Enter DUxcAx, Susan, PILOT, &c. 


DUNCAN. 


Be this a day of ſestivity and mirth—let joy 
go forth and dance to the sprightly tabor. 


JERRY: 
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JERRY. 
Yes, your honor, you find joy, and Pl find 


tabor 
DUNCAN, 


Let none but songs of happiness be heard 
throughout the day. | 


JERRY. 


And I'll be so merry among the rest, that II 
never once ask who shall pay the piper. 


Enter STEW ARD. 


STEWARD. 


What, my good Laird return'd ? 
SUSAN, 


This is the man who wrong'd his master's 
hospitality, and bid me seek a lodging with the 


brutes. 
DUNCAN, 


Wretch, how dare you.— 
SUSAN, 


And this is he who persecuted poor old Donald, 
and turn'd him out, altho* a broken arm and 
heavy losses disabled him from paying off his 


rent. 


DUNCAN, 
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DUNCAN. 


Mretch, take your discharge; and the greatest 
torment I wish you in your disgrace, is, that self 
reproach, which must assuredly arise from the 
recollection of having refused, in the midst of 
prosperity and ease, a part of that plenty you 80 
little deserved, when solicited from your hand by 
the hapless child of indigence and misfortune. 


AULD ROBIN. 


And as my good friend Donald, here, has lost 
the use of his arm why T'll lend him the use of 
my foot, and this is the use I'll make of it.— 
[ Kicks the Steward out.] 


JERRY. 


Aye, and I wish I could degrade, in like man- 
ner, some of those great folks in England, whom 
I daily saw pass by the naked and unfriended, 
without affording them the smallest pittance of 
compassion — not so much as a farthing of mo- 
ney—a mite of comfort or a dite of consola- 
tion. 


JEMMY. 


For us, your lairdship's vassals, who crave your 
blessing and protection. 


JERRY * 


a 
JERRY, 


I believe, wi' your lairdship's good leave, we're 
one and all here in a hurry to be marned. 


DUN CAN, 
Away then, and for Auld Robin Gray— 
JERRY. 


Hold, your ho1o0r—you *re a very good judge 
at the head of your clan, and no one doubts or 
disputes your wisdom any more than mine but 
with your kind permission, we must refer to an 
English tribunal the merits of Auld Robin Gray. 


FINALE. — Tune, “ Rakes of Marlow.“ 


DONALD, 


Fate her frowns at length redressing, 
Fortune's smiles at last possessing. 
Happy be ye with my blessing, 

If ye chuse to take it. 


MOGGY, 


Now of every joy possest, 

II. be happy as the rest; 

With my Jerry's hand so blest, 
If 1 chuse to take it. 


CHORLTS. 
Now of every joy possest, 


You'll be happy as the best. 
| 1 With 


— — —— — e 
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Vet let all so blithly sing, 
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With your Jerry's hand-so blest, 
If you chuse to take it. 


DUNCAN.—Tune, <« T weed Side.” 


What pleasures can fancy impart, 

How $sweetly she smiles upon me; 

While painting my fond faithful heart, 
For ever nited to thee. 


JERRY.—Tune, « Rakes of Marlow.” 


Tho' I've travell'd England over, 

Never yet could I discover 

Halt so true an English lover 
As your faithful Jerry. 


cHo EUS. 


Then let all so blithly sing, 

While the bells so merry ring; 

Since each day fresh joy shall bring, 
Let us all be merry. 


JEMMY.---Tone, © Lochaber.” - > 


Now welcome is Scotland, 

And welcome are you; 

Since all my toil's over, 
My Jenny is true. 


AULD R Rakes of Marlow.“ 


Tho' my freedom I'm regaining, 


I despair of e'er obtaining 
Her, who in my heart is reigning 
All the night and day, Sir. 


While the bells so merry ring; 
: May 


” — 
. | 


_ 
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May each day fresh pleasures bring 
To Auld Robin Gray, Sir, 


CHORUS. 


Then let all so blithly sing, 

While the bells so merry ring; 

Since each day fresh joy shall bring, 
Let us all be merry. 


Scotch Reel by the Performers. 


THE END, 
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